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Thee woman thro' the crust of iron moods
That mask'd thee from men's reverence up, and

forced

Sweet love on pranks of saucy boyhood : now
Giv'n back to fife, to life indeed, thro1 thee
Indeed I love: the new day comes, the light
Dearer for night, as dearer thou for faults
Lived over : Hft thine eyes; doubt me no more;
Look up and let thy nature strike on mine
Like yonder morning on the blind half-world ;
Approach and fear not; breathe upon my brows;
In that fine air I tremble, all the past
Melts mist-like into this bright hour, and this
I scarce believe, and all the rich to come
Reels, as the golden Autumn woodland reels
Athwart the smoke of burning leaves. Forgive me,
I waste my heart in signs : let be.    My bride,
My wife, my life.    O we will walk this world.
Yoked in all exercise of noble end,
And so thro' those dark gates across the wild
That no man knows.   Indeed I lore thee: come,
Yield thyself up: my hopes and thine are one:
Accomplish thou my manhood and thyself;
Lay thy sweet hands in mine and trust to me.*

CONCLUSION
So closed our tale, of which I give you all
The random scheme as wildly as it rose:
The words are mostly mine ; for when we ceased
There came a minute's pause, and Walter said,
(I wish she had not yielded!' then to me,
'What, if you drest it up poetically!'
So pray'd the men, the women : I gave assent:
Yet how to bind the scatter'd scheme of seven
Together in one sheaf?   What style could suit?
The men required that I should give throughout
The sort of mock-heroic gigantesque,
With which we banter'd little Lilla first: